CHAPTER   XV
WE START FOR EVEREST AGAIN
IN FEBRUARY  1924,  I LEFT NEYYOOR AND ALL MY  NEW
attachments in India—including poor Pugh, who had to
carry on single-handed again until my return—and took
the train to Darjeeling.
On the way, I halted at Madras and stayed for a few
days with my sister and her husband in order to act as
godfather to their second child. At the christening there
was an amusing conversation, I looked up the service and
discovered that I had to renounce, in the name of the
child, the devil and all his works. " How can I do that ? "
I asked the parson. " How can I promise that this little
baby will deprive himself of many pleasures of life when
I haven't the least idea whether he will wish to do so
when he is grown up ? " " Oh, you just say ' Yes '—it's
a matter of form, you know! " Typical of the Church!
Yet the parson who said that was a good chap and a cut
above many others I have known. When is the Church
going to face realities and be straight with life ? So long
as the Christian religion is " a matter of form, you know/'
so long will it be inept and powerless to deal with human
beings and their problems and to produce in them character
and worth, which, after all, is its primary object.
On arrival in Darjeeling, I met the splendid band of men
who formed the Third Everest Expedition. I don't believe
that a similar exploring party has ever been got together
with fewer snags and incompatibilities. To quote from a
letter to my brother, written a few weeks later from the
Base Camp near Everest:
"We're not, as you might suppose, getting fed up
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